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agreeable thought suggests to me one of a very
different complexion; videlicet that it is now above
two years since I saw you: but the Promise with
which you conclude yr letter, gives me hope, that in
much less time I shall see you again.

Return, thou wandring Child, return to thy
father's house, and accept the fatted Calf which I
am determind to sacrifice to thy arrival.

Come, my swain and bring with thee
Jest 6s youthful jollity
Quirks1 and cranks & wanton wiles
Nods and becks and wreathed smiles
Sport that wrinkled Care derides
And Laughter holding both her1 sides.

I showd Horatio yr letter; he hopes for yr coming
as well as I. We neither of us leave College till the
beginning of September. Make haste, my dear, I am
tired of old, musty Philosophy & learned Dust.
You are the only author I would care to read.
Prithee come and bring with you a new edition of
yrself multo auctior & emendatior, Oxford printed
anno Domini 25 & 262. The vivacity of yr agre-
able Page will be some relief to a Soul half extinguishd
with the suffocating fume of Jargon and Nonsense.

Yrs

eternally

ASHTON.

1  'Quips' and 'his' ap. Milton.

2  Sic, I believe, ap. Mitford.   But perhaps it should be
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